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O give thanks.unto the Lord, for He is good. 
And His mercy endureth for ever. 
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Retrospective Musings of an Old Man 


XII. 


It was a lovely day in late 
August that the Old Man sat 
on the hill-side outside of the 
Chapel - Of - Our - Merciful-Sav- 
iour. He seemed lost in deep 
thoughts and only once in a 
while his eyes lifted to view 
the scenery on the distant 
Black Mountain. Little by lit- 
tle the usual group gathered 
around him. All found seats 
on the secluded slope and aft- 
er a while the Old Man said: 
Strange how thoughts, experiences, and observations are stored 
away in the mind. How wonderfully God has blest His children; and 
memory, what a wonderful treasure. As I sat here relaxing, there 
arose in my mind a picture of long ago. I was once again sitting 
in the beautiful chapel of Keble College in Oxford, England. I 
had just come from Evensong in the venerable Christ Church 
Cathedral where the lapse of the centuries is evident in the Nor- 
man beginning and the late gothic additions all blending in its 
own interesting harmony. There were no worshippers beyond the 
group of students from the adjoining Christ College of Cardinal 
Wolsey fame and they filled but a small portion of the chancel. 
I sat away in the nave unnoticed by any one. Worshippers were 
not expected. It was but the students offering the Evening Office. 
And now I sa: in the beautiful chapel which forms—as all the 
other college chapels at Oxford do—a wing of its particular col- 
lege. The Keble College and its chapel was provided through the 
efforts of the pious poet-priest John Keble to provide ways for 
men of limited means to enter the service of the Church. Since 
then a number of colleges have been provided for the purpose of 
aiding the students of small means. There was no service; but the 
organ was being played. The organist was nowhere visible so I 
was there alone and the half hour I spent in that noble sanctuary 
has remained with me—a precious memory. Through the years my 
thoughts have wandered back to that Sunday afternoon—and so 
again today. Even now the picture of that sanctuary is clear be- 
fore my mind’s eye. 


But I should not be telling of dream-pictures. You wanted to 
hear more of the life and time at the Motherhouse: 


| 
| 


= 


There is one visit dur- 
ing this fall which is a 
cherished memory of the 
older workers—especially 
of the pastor and his 

@ wife. It is the visit of 
the Rev. and Mrs. A. M. 
Nielsen, Cedar Falls, Ia. 
Repeatedly they had been 
guests at the Mother- 
house, but this was the 
last visit of this good 
woman. Their visits were 
always spiritual refresh- 
ments and this last one 
was no exception even 
though they were getting 
on in years. Mrs. Nielsen 
had made a special point 
of stopping at Eben-Ezer, 
this time almosi as though 
a premonition told her 
that she would come this 
way no more. The pastor 
has often told of the un- 
stinted genuine hospital- 
ity extended to him when 
he as a sick man arrived 
in Denver in the spring id 
of 1898. This good cou- 


Winter Scene—the Elm Drive. 


ple was serving 
the church there 
at that time. Mrs. 
Nielsen has gone 
to be with God. 
She was a good 
woman, a_ noble 
ideal of the Mis- 
tress of the Par- 
sonage. 

I have told you 
of the visit of 
Bishop Ostenfeld 
in May, 1923. I 
have told you of 
the days they 
spent at the Moth- 
erhouse. The mes- 


The Rev. and Mrs. A. M, Nielsen at her n . 
last visit to the Motherhouse. sage of his pass- 
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Milwaukee Sisters: Sister Kathrine (third from left) and Sister Mary 
(fifth from left); a highly appreciated visit. 


ing on Oct. 26, 1934, left with all here, who had come to know and 
respect him, a deep sense of the loss of a good friend. Letters and 
cards had kept up the connection through the years. Now, too, 
he was gone. May he rest in peace. 


A little construction work had been done. During the fall of 
1934 a tunnel some 200 feet long had been built of reinforced con- 
crete. It connected the various buildings so that it now was pos- 
sible to pass from one to the other without getting outside when 
the weather was unfavorable. It is about six feet wide, allowing 
ample room for persons, for stretchers and conveyances of various 
kinds to pass from one place to the other. It was also intended to 
give easy access to pipes, wires, etc., as these little by little were 
being relocated. But outside of this and similar small improve- 
ments, no large construction work took place. All efforts were 
bent on saving the funds for the contemplated large building. 


The spring and summer of 1935 passed along uneventfully. 
From the Annual Festival I notice the pastor’s remark: “When the 
last nine strokes of the bell ended, a prelude sounded from the 
organ during which the procession of nine vested clergymen en- 
tered through the outer door to the chancel. The celebrant, the 
Rev. A. W. Andersen, wore the red Eucharistic vestments. The 
preacher for the day, Dr. N. C. Carlsen, wore surplice and the red 
stole. The rest wore surplices and cottas. As at other times the 
Common Service was used throughout and step by step the wor- 
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Mr. M. Nielsen, Lexington, Nebr., and Mr. M. R. Madsen, 
Chicago, Ill. Nielsen is convalescent. 


shippers were led on till the great words of Consecration sounded 
through the stillness: THIS IS MY BODY and THIS IS MY 
BLOOD. With low voices all joined in the ancient Eucharistic 
hymn: 

“With all the power my poor heart hath 

Of humble love and loyal faith, 

I come, dear Lord, to worship Thee, 

Whom so much love bowed low for me.” 


After the benediction the procession returned to the sacristy the 
same way as it had entered. 
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Approach to the Church. 


The Rev. Carl Nelson, Avoca, Iowa, had attended this festival 
in order to make some moving pictures of the place and ihe var- 
ious activities. He was the liturgist at the Vesper of the day while 
the Rev. Mr. Steensen was the preacher. A large group of guests 
went along to the mountain home on the following day. During 
the winter and early spring some more rooms had been provided 
there. Also a small chapel, a large sunporch, and a kitchen. This 
made the accommodations for guests so much more enjoyable. On 
August 21, 1935, there was an early celebration of the Holy Eu- 
charist in the little chapel and at a special service in the afternoon, 
* the new addition was formally dedicated by Dr. Carlsen, the pres- 
ident of Synod. A large number of friends had come from Denver 
for the occasion. All in all it was a happy day. 


Little did any suspect that when bidding Mr. Nelson and his 
family farewell, within the next twenty-four hours the message? 
should come that in a car accident he and the baby had lost their 
lives and the others were in the hospital. It seemed strange, for 
all day these good people had made some very difficult and high 
driving in the mountains and then out on the open Nebraska plains 
this regrettable accident should happen—the car rolling over sev- 
eral times. 


A very dear friend of many years, the father of Sister Marie, 
Mr. N. P. Jensen was suddenly called from this life on June 7, 1935, 
when he, while riding on his bicycle, was run down by an auto- 
mobile. He fell to the ground and never regained consciousness. 
He was one of the charter members of the Eben-Ezer and had 
been a faithful friend through the ups and downs of all the years. 
The pastor has often spoken of him and his contacts with this 
good brother ever since he in the spring of 1898 came to Colorado, 
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i sick man. Not only for the pastor 
and his fiancee was the home of Mr. 
and Mrs. Jensen their home. It was 
the home of every member in the 
Bethany congregation in those days. 
The existence of that now flourishing 
church might even be questioned were 
it not for the Jensen home. When the 
first little church was erected on 
Clark St., Jensen was one of the fore- 
most forces in realizing the project. 
The pastor has at times spoken of 
how he and Br. Jensen well towards 
midnight aided by street lights were 
planting trees around the little sanc- 
tuary. He rest in peace. 


But there is one more friend whom 


Mr. N. P. Jensen 
Died June 7, 1935 


I must mention. It is the Rev. Lars Jensen, who passed away 
quite suddenly in his parsonage in Denmark on Oct. 20, 1935. 
Through all the years he had been a loyal friend of Eben-Ezer 


Brede Johansen 


and its workers. He 
was, until his re- 
turn to the home- 
land, a member of 
the Board and he 
was not an _ infre- 
quent guest at the 
Motherhouse. His 
messages there were 
never mere empty 
words or pious 
phrases. For about 
twenty years he 
was the successful 
spiritual leader of 
one parish. In Den- 
mark he was ap- 
pointed parish 
priest in Jutland 
and the fourteen 
years served 
there were,  per- 
haps, his happiest, 
his work being sig- 
nally blest. 

Yet, the passing 
of one more friend 
of the Motherhouse 
should not be for- 
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gotten. It is the Rev. Brede Johansen. For many years he had 
been a pastor among the Danish Lutherans in the United States. 
When the language question came to the fore he returned to the 
homeland where he served in the established church for a number 
of years. Through the years he had been a faithful supporter of 
the Motherhouse and at his death on Sept. 20, 1935, he left a gen- 
erous sum to the work of Eben-Ezer. His life-work had never 
been in the lime-light; but in the quiet he had rendered his serv- 
ice. May he and the others rest in peace. 


Late in the fall an old friend of the pastor from seminary days 
came to the Motherhouse for the purpose of rendering what as- 
sistance he might. It was the Rev. Th. P. Beck. For many years 
he had served congregations in various parts of the country. Now 
his children were grown and his wife had passed on, so his thoughts 
went to Eben-Ezer. A hearty welcome was given him on his ar- 
rival Dec. 11, 1935, and he has ever since loyally aided in many 
things and in many ways. 


Some time in March of 
1936 word was received from 
Selma, Calif., oi the passing of 
Mrs. Peter Henriksen. That 
message revived memories of 
old, for it was about 30 years 
since she came from Vermil- 
lion, South Dakota, hopelessly 
sick with tuberculosis. The 
doctors in her home town had 
given her at most three months 
to live. She arrived at Eben- 
Ezer very discouraged. Her 
family was left behind and 
here she was—all alone among 
strangers. After a couple of 
weeks she decided to return 
to her home and her trunk 
was packed. All tried to per- 
suade her to remain a little 
longer; but she was determin- 
ed. Then several friends who 
took a deep interest in her un- 
dertook to detain her with 
conversation till it was too 
late to get out on her train 
She had to stay till the next 
day. The next day found her 
more composed and she agreed 
to remain for awhile. From 
that time she began to im- 


Mrs. Peter Henriksen, 
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prove and later she had charge of the patients’ dining room. When 
she later learned of the little conspiracy against her to prevent her 
leaving on that particular train, she was deeply touched and re- 
mained ever grateful for this deed of kindness. She continued to 
improve and in course of time her family moved to Brush where 
they lived for many years. Here their children grew to man- and 
womanhood but as age began to make itself felt these friends 
moved to California where their last years were spent. Through 
all the years Mrs. Henriksen remained a staunch and devoted 
friend of Eben-Ezer. She always would stand up with a good 
word for the Motherhouse when—at times—good words were not 
plentiful. Her memory be among the blessed. 


I cannot forbear telling you of Geo. Mans. He passed away in 
June 1936 after a stay at Eben-Ezer for some twenty years. His 
story is one of pity and deep sympathy. He had come from Aus- 
tria to Colorado. Here he became acquainted with an American 
woman and they were married, not knowing that she was syphil- 
litic and this marriage became his ruin. About a year later the 
entire lower part of his body was paralyzed. When he later was 
brought to the Motherhouse hospital he was a well proportioned, 
fine looking man; but in the course of time he became so fat and 
heavy that it was out of all proportion till he—many years after— 
lost it all and became very bony. Most of his time at Eben-Ezer 
was spent in the infirmary. His wife soon forsook him to marry 
another and go on her own way—for better or for worse—for her 
and the one she married. With the years his mind began to give 
way and strange fancies took possession of him. He longed to go 
to his childhood home in Austria and often became very impatient 
for he had gotten the notion that he was very rich and only ill 
will prevented him from going. He was a Roman Catholic and 
the priest from St. Mary’s Church in Brush visited him from time 
to time to give him communion. He also brought him a Bible, a 
copy of the English version of the Vulgate (Douay). He used it a 
good deal but how much it came to mean to him only God knows 
for his mind was becoming increasingly clouded and confused. 
His church gave him a very nice funeral. All felt a deep sympathy 
with this poor fellow human being whose life was ruined by a 
good-looking, religiously acting, but unscrupulous woman. There 
is, indeed, a world of suffering and misery round about. Only 
look for it and it is there. It is the great challenge to those at- 
tempting to live the Church’s inner, devotional, regulated life. 
That life is not merely an interest in beautiful and colorful serv- 
ices—with all the attendants. It is not merely cultivating an ac- 
cumulated amount of literary or academic efforts. Right here only 
too many good intentions in our church have run on the rocks and 
ended. It is that, to an éxtent; but it is much more, a reaching out, 
on the part of those who saw a vision, to a world in need, suffering 
and perplexity. This is the “dedicated” life and it, in its very 
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A Group of Old Ladies in the Garden. 


nature, produces the “regulated” life expressed in service and the 
beautiful worship in the sanctuary. Most beautifully is this evi- 
denced in the re-awakened devotional, sacramental life in the 
Episcopal Communion —especially in England—which in these 
matters is just a hundred years ahead of the Lutheran efforts in 
restoring the dilapidated sanctuary in spirit, work and worship. 
A voice may now and then be heard warning against any interest 
in the English-American Episcopal church; but such warnings be- 
long nowhere. It is true that the same information may be gath- 
ered from the earlier post-Reformation Lutheran archives; but 
those are scattered in so many places on the other side of the 
Atlantic and noi easily accessible. A century ago the Anglicans 
began to dig into the, until then, forgotten principles of the 
church’s life. The work before us is largely accomplished by litur- 
gical masters of the English church. Their sources and ours are 
very much the same—the tradition and development of the West- 
ern Church. Wherever the sacramental consciousness grips the 
lives of men and women it will—if it is genuine—turn with help- 
ing hands to those in need. That this is so, is amply proven wher- 
ever a deeper devotional church life is being restored in England, 
America, and the European continent and elsewhere. Here one is 
moving on truly Catholic ground where man-made shadings are 
fading into insignificance. May the liturgical efforts among us, 
above all, prove themselves fruitful in consecrated lives, then the 
expressions in worship will take care of themselves. 


It was a joy to all the workers to have as guests the Rev. Dr. 
Carlsen and his wife, who spent some time at the Motherhouse 
and also at the Rest-Home in the mountains. And there in the 
fall of 1936 was the appreciated visit of Sister Ada Madden from 
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Dr. and Mrs. Carlsen. 
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A Group of Eben-Ezer Household Members. They are, from left: Mrs. 
Madsen, Sister Ingeborg, Sister Sine, Sister Kathrine 
and Sister Ada Madden. 
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the Philadelphia Motherhouse. She had planned a trip further 
west but was taken sick as she came to Eben-Ezer. She soon be- 
gan to improve, but after she had taken a rest she decided to re- 
turn home as she did not feel strong enough to go on. 


So many things go to make up the daily life in a place like a 
Motherhouse. On Febr. 1, 1936, Sister Kathrine had served as a 
deaconess 25 years. It is God’s grace when a long work-day is 
granted to any one, and God had been good to Sister Kathrine. 


As has been said repeatedly: Little or no construction work 
was done through these years. The funds for the proposed build- 
ing were kept intact and a little was added from time to time. 
During the spring of 1937 the little chapel at the Rest Home was 
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being completed and the first service was held on July 18, 1937. 
There was a communion in the morning and in the afternoon a 
Vesper at which Canon Douglas and Dr. Ethan Mengers spoke. 
Dr. Carlsen could not be present so the formal dedication did not 
take place before the following year on July 26, 1938. 


Mrs. Chris Hansen with the spinning wheel. 


On July 3, 1937, Mrs. Chris Hansen passed away. She came 
from Minden, Nebr., and had her home at Eben-Ezer for more 
than twenty years. During all the years she had enjoyed good 
health and she was as one of the household family. A week be- 
fore her passing she went to church and partook of the Holy Com- 
munion. She was confined to her bed but little over a day when 
she passed—93 years old. She was a woman of some means and 
had been considerate and thoughtful towards the Motherhouse. 
One of the best windows in the church is placed by her—the win- 
dow representing St: Ansgar baptizing a child—in memory of her 
only daughter. She was an excellent type of the grandmother of 
seventy-five years ago. Blessed be her memory. 
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The Rev. Damgaard-Jensen and the Jeremiassens. Mr. Damgaard- 
Jensen stands last to the right. 


I should also mention the visit of the Rev. Mr. Damgaard- 
Jensen from Glynggre, Denmark. A visit by a clergyman from the 
mother country is not an every day event. He'had come to Ault, 
Colorado, to visit the Jeremiassen families and as their sister Mrs. 
Waldsburg was cared for for a long time at the Motherhouse and 
now is buried at Brush, they also came over to visit her grave and 
to call at her former home. The pastor from Denmark addressed 
the Motherhouse group and a pleasant time was spent together 
with him. He understood so well the varied experiences of in- 
stitutional life. For two years he had ‘been a teacher at the 
training school for Deacons at Aarhus; and for some time he 
was in charge of an institution for invalids at Copenhagen. All 
were thankful for this visit. 


While these years generally were quiet preparations for the 
erection of the large building, there were still a multitude of little 
happenings which are full of interest to those who were in the 
midst of it; but to tell of it would tire you. Life in a “religious 
community always has its own attraction. 


I must not forget to tell of the visit during the fall of 1937 of 
Dr. Dagmar Petersen. Many years ago she was confirmed by the 
pastor (in 1904). Now she had for years been a medical mis- 
sionary to the Santals in India. Returning on a furlough she made 
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a stop at Copenhagen, Denmark, and from there she had fresh 
greetings from the Steinthals, who also had spent many years in 
that large, mysterious land. These friends are now long since 
retired and are spending their declining years in the homeland. 
But to the pastor the greeting from these old workers was a real 
joy. Many years ago while Pastor Steinthal was a seaman’s mis- 
sionary in London, the pastor met him and he took a very kind 
interest in him and aided him in his first more comprehensive 
study of the Christian Church. These studies awakened an interest 
in the church’s life and history which never left him but grew 
with the passing years. These dear friends are now beyond the 
eighty and one wonders if they shall survive the ravages of the 
war. 


A most delightful visit to the Motherhouse was that of Sister 
Ingeborg Sponland who for many years was the moving spirit in 
the Motherhouse in Chicago. In her company was Sister Alette 
from the Motherhouse in Oslo, Norway, and also Sister Bertha, 
who was the immediate assistant to the aged Sister Ingeborg. 
They remained two days (Oct. 16-18, 1937) and then proceeded 
eastward. To spend a while with Sister Ingeborg is always an ex- 
perience. She is a character of outstanding stature. Her calling 


From left: Sister Alette Haugsmeyer from the Motherhouse in Oslo, 

Norway, om a six month’s vacation and study in the U. S. Third 

from the left is Sister Ingeborg Sponland, the venerable retired 

Sister Superior of the Norwegian Motherhduse in Chicago. To the 
right stands her companion on the journey. 
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stood always clear before her. She was not seventy-five per cent 
for the doctors and twenty-five per cent for herself. She was one 
hundred per cent for her Motherhouse and her sisters. She has 
not hesitated to stand up against opposition when the welfare of 
the sisterhood was interfered with. 


On Febr. 2, 1938, the little community of sisters at Eben-Ezer i) ( 


Sister Bertha invested February 2, 1938. 
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were privileged to welcome a new member. It was Sister Bertha, 
and her admission to the sisterhood was greeted with much satis- 
faction as she came well qualified to do efficient work in the hos- 
pital being a registered nurse in Iowa, Illinois, and soon registered 
in Colorado. For her deaconess course she was later sent to the 
Motherhouse in Milwaukee. Many prayers ascended to the throne 
of grace that her entry might prove a benediction to the cause. 
Of course it was fully realized that this latter qualification is not 
brought about by mere training in a hospital. It depends on the 
grasp, the spirit of consecration and of the diaconate, gets on the 
heart and mind of the sister in question. 


In March of 1938 the Motherhouse was honored by a visit of 
the Rev. Dr. Krumbholz of New York. It was an unusual pleasure 
to bid this distinguished churchman welcome to the small com- 
munity. He. was on his return trip from the West Coast and was 
now on the way to the Inner Mission Conference in Minneapolis. 
Some years before, the pastor had met him at the Inner Mission 
Conference in Omaha. 


Already at the annual festival in 1937 the pastor had exvressed 
the desire that he and his wife, on account of advancing years, be 
relieved of their duties of directing the work of the Motherhouse. 
The Board took steps to bring about this relief, but it had not yet 
come and another annual festival was approaching. In the mean- 
time the annual convention of the church took notice of the long 
years of service and in a 
quite unexpected way it ex- 
pressed its appreciation of the | 
work. To the pastor and his 
wife this recognition was not 
only a surprise but also a sat- 
isfaction—for they took it as 
an appreciation on the part of 
the church of what through 
the years had been patiently 
aimed at: a revival of the sac- 
ramental devotional life with- 
in our church borders. The 
pastor, however, was not there 
at the time as he had gone to 
the Deaconess and Inner Mis- 
sion Conference in Philadel- 
phia. 


It may also be of interest 
to mention that the annual 
festival of 1938 (July 22-24) | 
was more than ordinarily fes- ‘ ws 
tive and thoroughly enjoyed Mr. H. Groenbeck and his sister, Mrs. 


Olsen. Mr.‘Groenbeck was for many 
by the Motherhouse members. years a benefactor of Eben-Ezer, 
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No less than fourteen clergymen—all vested—were in the Sunday 
morning procession to the Eucharistic service. The Rev. A. W. 
Andersen of Chicago was the celebrant and Dr. N. C. Carlsen the 
preacher. On the whole this festival was a most enjoyable event. 
Immediately after a number of guests left for the Rest Home at 
Evergreen where on July 26, 1938, Dr. Carlsen formally dedicated 
The-Chapel-Of-Our-Merciful-Saviour with a simple but impres- 
sive service. During these same days (July 29) an old pastor 
passed away at the Motherhouse. It was the Rev. Chr. Falck. The 
previous year he had been at the Motherhouse for some time. 
Now he came again apparently quite well and no one suspected 
that unexpectedly and without warning—in less than a week’s 


The Rev. Chr. Falei. Died at Eben-Ezer July 29, 1938. 


= 


231 


stay—he should be called away. He was the last of the first four 
pioneers (The Four-Clover) to pass. It was a shock to the group 
at Evergreen to hear of his dcath for he was to all appsarances 
well when they left the Motherhouse. His remains were laid to 
rest at Cordova, Nebr. Yes, he was one of the last of the early 
pioneers in the Danish-American church work. Their passing 
closes a chapter that has its own peculiar interest and charm. 


Trinity Seminary students taking their stand at the 


foot of 
the great cross at Eben-lMzer. 
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An event of more than ordinary interest to the various mem- 
bers of the Motherhouse family was ihe visit in the fall of 1938 
of the theological students and two professors from Trinity Semi- 
nary. They came to spend a week—half the time at the Mother- 
house and the other half at the Rest Home in the mountains. It 


Altar in “Chapel-Of-Our-Merciful- 


Saviour. 


as a happy remembrance. 

The following winter 
passed uneventfully. Certain 
repairs were made on the 
roof of the chapel and the 
about 125-foot cloister walk 
was constructed. It con- 
nects all the buildings from 
the east to the west and its 
completion brought to a 
close what the pastor had 
had on his building pro- 
gram. This new and _ last 
work led to the proposed 
building and even made a 
small start on it. 

For many years it had 


was a joy to see the group enter 
so fully into the spirit of the 
daily life of the Motherhouse 
family. At the Rest Home the 
regular devotions were observed, 
but outside of that a good part 
of the time was spent in making 


various mountain drives—some of ° 


which were quite long and high. 
After the célebration of Holy 
Communion on the last Sunday 
all set out for Denver where sev- 
eral of the better churches were 
visited. At St. John’s Cathedral 
one of the students was given 
the privilege of playing the new- 
ly installed fifty thousand dollar 
organ—quite an experience. All 
reached the Motherhouse in the 
evening and early next morning 
the entire scholastic grouy was 
on its way back to solid work 
for another winter. But the visit 
cf this group of young workers 
in the vineyard is still cherished 


View from Chapel to “Pilgrim’s Rest.” 
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been a custom in_ the 
Motherhouse reserve 
one-fourth of the annual 
income in the church to 
be applied on upkeep in 
church and cemetery. At 
the time the before men- 
tioned work was done, this 
church fund had accumu- 
lated to between seven 
and eight hundred dollars 
which now helped to com- 
plete the cloister walk and 
the changes on the roof. 
In religious communities 
the “cloister” plays quite 
an important part as a 
common gathering place 
for quiet social hours as 
well as for quiet medita- 
tions of the individuals. 


The outstanding event 
at the Motherhouse dur- 
ing the spring of 1939 was 
the visit of the Crown- 
Prince Frederik and Crown 
Princess Ingrid of Den- 
mark. All knew that the 
royal couple was in the 
United States; but no one 
at the Motherhouse had 
any idea of meeting these 44. Gnrist of the Rockies—a wonderful 
members of the royal face of the Master. The statue is 32 feet 

high. It stands on a base 20 feet high— 
household. It, therefore, altogether 52 feet. Notice Trinity 
created no little surprise Seminary students standing at its base. 


when, some time in March, 
the pastor was informed 
that the distinguished 
guests intended to visit 
Eben - Ezer. Soon com- 
mittees from Denver 
came to give instructions 
in what to do and how 
to do it. One of these 
made it plain that only 
a limited number of per- 
Summit Lake, high above the Timber Line , SONS might be introduced 


on the way to Mt, Evans. This picture was x 
taken by Student Carlsen. to their highnesses and 
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1938, 


Ieben-iozer 


at 


A General View 


that all names of such persons were to be reported back to.Denver 
as some member of one of the committees was to present the per- 
sons to meet the royal gues‘s. Well, all these regulations naturally 
tended to create a ceriain uneasiness and wonder how it was all 
going to come off—but through other channels it had become 
known to the leaders at the Motherhouse that the Crown Prince, 
when landing in San Diego, Calif., had declared “that he did not 
care a snap for formalities.’ On Aprii 18, about three o’clock, all 
was in readiness to receive and the proper representatives of 
civic, social, and religious organizations were at the depot to meet 
the unusual guests. The Burlington Railroad had ordered that the 
maiden trip of its new luxury train “General Pershing” should 
run as a special from’ Denver to Omaha in honor of the Prince 
and Princess, carrying none but the royal party, high Burlington 
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The Royal Party Arrives at Eben-Ezer. 


officials, the Governor and other specially honored. The train 
arrived on schedule and soon a long procession of cars were on 
their way to the Motherhouse where the household members 


The Crown Prince and Crown Princess are introduced to the 
large gathering on the lawn. 
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were waiting to meet the visitors. But about the formalities: lo 
and behold—it all went to the winds to the consternation of the 
masters of ceremony. 


Immediately stepping from their cars the royal guests began 
shaking hands all around—-wonder with how many. The tension 
was broken and a spirit of joyous hilarity caught the entire crowd 
of several thousand. Many had come from long distances to be 
present on the occasion and by this action of the visitors a spirit 
of freedom prevailed everywhere. The little veranda on Bethesda 
South Front had been tastefully decorated with flags and from 
there the Crown Prince addressed the assembled crowd, bringing 
greetings from the King of Denmark. Coffee was served in the 
Chapter House to the royal guests and others. An old lady in the 
Home had in her posession a picture of the confirmation of the 
Crown Prince. This she had placed on the mantel piece and it 
caught the Prince’s eye immediately he entered: “Ingrid, look here,” 
he called out, “see my confirmation picture.” A wonderful free- 
dom prevailed. The seats arranged for the royal party were not 
taken. They walked about talking and drinking coffee. Twice 
the Prince came back to have his cup filled and the cookies, etc., 
certainly were freely indulged in, but you know—it all developed 


‘the spirit of fellowship which caught all, both Danish and Ameri- 


can guests. Accompanying the royal guests were: Court-Lady 
(Comtesse) Reventlov; the Danish Ambassador to Washington, His 
Excellency O. Wadsted; Court Chef Kammerherre Vest; Adjutant 
Captain Lieutenant Weilbach, and Mr. K. Eskelund from Wash- 
ington. . 


Refreshments over, the party went to the church where they 
dwelt for several moments. Then on through some of the build- 
ings to the cemetery where many old Danish people rest. On 
various occasions the Crown Prince expressed a deep interest in 
the old Danish people—especially when he found an aged: Danish 
soldier. He even found two who had served under his command 
long years before. 


As he stood under the large crucifix in the cemetery, he said: 
“And here lie old Danish people buried.” An old Swedish cripple 
came forward. The Princess shook hands with him and talked 
with him in Swedish. The old man was so delighted that for 
days after he could talk of nothing else than his meeting the 
princess. As the round was completed there were yet a few 
minutes before the departure and ‘the Prince wondered if there 
yet might be some old Danes with whom he had not shaken hands. 


The time of departure had arrived and the procession of city 
and church officials and a multitude of other friends started for 
the depot and the waiting train. This time the procession was led 
by twelve “cowboys” consisting of doctors, bankers and others. 
All were adorned with the typical cowboy regalia of fifty years 
ago. These things had been brought to light from many a forgot- 


> 


ten corner. It was reported later that this simple entertainment 
was greatly enjoyed by the royal guests. To save the visitors from 
the pressure of the multitudes, they were requested to board the 
train from the opposite side. Here they took leave with all present 
and went aboard—only to step out in the crowd on the other side 
to continue shaking hands and speaking to all. The Danish people 
knew of the democracy of the royal house; but it took the Ameri- 
cans with storm. The signal to leave was given and the train 
moved on out of the station—only to find that the Crown Prince 
and Princess were still in the crowd—talking and shaking hands. 
As the train slowly moved back to its former position it quickly 
dawned on the crowd what had happened and a tremendous out- 
burst of applause filled the air. 
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The whole event had lasted 
no more than one hour and a 
half; but to all—and particu- 
larly to all whose cradle stood 
in Denmark—the experience of 
this short visit was extremely 
delightful—a memory long to 
be cherished. To the pastor, 
this event became the cul- 
mination of 35 years of service 
at the Motherhouse, as his last 
official act was to introduce 
the royal guests to the multi- 
tude assembled on the lawn. 
A few days later hz: and his 
good wife left for the Rest 
Home in the mountains. Be- 
sides giving them the perma- 
nent use of their apartment at 
the Motherhouse so long as 
they might live, the Board of 
Trustees also gave them charge 
of the Rest Home so long as 
they might desire to have 
charge of it. Here they spent 
ihe summer and fall until they, 
by the middle of December, 
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The Pastor’s Good Wife. I heard him 
once declare: “It is said of Vincent de 
Paul that hé would never have suc- 
ceeded with his organization of the 
Sisters of Mercy had it not been for 
the consecrated devotion of Madame 
le Grass. J could not have gotten a- 
long with my little task, had it not 
been for the devotion of my good wife.” 


The pastor and his wife, 


about the time of withdrawal 


from directing their work. 
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drove to the West Coast where the winter monts were spent 
from San Diego to Portland. Next spring they returned to the 
mountain home for the summer. The succeeding winter months 
were largely spent at the Motherhouse. Long ago the two people 
quietly and without ostentation had come to enter upon their 
life work and now thirty-five years later they withdrew un- 
pretentiously as they had come. They had seen a vision, and in 
a small measure it was permitted them to see it realized. God 
had been good. His mercy had not failed and He had granted them 
to associate with many good and god-fearing men and women as 
the years had come and gone. 


“My story is at an end,” the Old Man remarked, as his eyes 
watched the sinking sun. “Do you hear the Vesper Bell at the 
Mission of the Transfiguration?” Soon our Bell will call. Lat 
us go. We hope next to visit the All Saints Church at the Mother- 
house”; and they all went towards the little sanctuary for the 
evening worship. 


A farewell gathering at the mountain home 
just before closing in 1942. 


Some one may wonder about the financial state of the Mother- 
house at the time cf retirement of the pastor and his wife. Let 
me assure you that it°was quite good and that there also in that 
respect was much reason for thanksgiving: No indebtedness of 
any kind rested at that time on the institution. 
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From the auditor’s signed statement of June 30, 1939, the fol- 
lowing lines may be of interest: 
Summary of ‘Cash Receipts and Disbursements: 


Summary of Non-Operating Funds: 


Old People’s Reserve Fund ................ $26,176.19 


Total $61,769.14 


the Mountain Side 


The beautiful pen-drawirig of Bethesda which is used on the 
Title Page, was made by the Bell Telephone Co., for its use—and 
later given to the Motherhouse. 


The Rest-Home on the Mountain Side is closed for the winter 
and ‘all activity there has ceased for this year. Mail, however, may 
be addressed as usual as the postmaster sees to it that letters, etc., 
reach their proper destination. : 


And so another summer season has passed. As expected it 
proved to be a quiet, but pleasant, summer. A small number of 
friends were there as usual and pleasant times were shared to- 
gether. 


If you are in arrears with your subscription, you are kindly 
asked to pay up to New Year 1945. 


UNA SANCTA 


is published bi-monthly in the interest of liturgical devotional life and wor- 
ship. Editor: Rev, J. Madsen, aided by a number of men interested in the 
aims of the Una Sancta. Subscription rate 80 cents. Office of Publication: 
Box 2, Evergreen, Colorado. 
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